The restaurant had already been quiet as the patrons casually talk amongst themselves, with families eating together, couples hidden away and enjoying each others' company, and staff hurriedly and politely taking and delivering peoples' orders. The soft humdrum of people milling about is suddenly cut off, though, the the little bell above the entrance doors rings softly. Voices immediately go silent, eyes go wide and jaws drop as Haruka Gracia walks through the door. Her exceptionally impressive bosom jiggles about from every step she takes, many peoples' eyes staring straight into them. She simply looks on with a smirk, brushing some hair from her face, her sharp-edged glasses hiding her amused eyes. Several other people, though, notice something else entirely. Nestled beneath the lunar bust is a rather pronouncedly pregnant belly. It looks large enough to be more than full term with one child, though abnormally large for just one. It's obvious that she hadn't quite planned for the extra girth in her middle as her black dress since very tightly wrapped around it, showing loads of cleavage. In spite of that fact, she stands, her foot tapping, waiting for someone to direct her to her table.

A mousy young waitress walks up to greet Haruka. This had been her first time on the job and clearly nervous. She had a trim, petite body, leaving her uniform a bit baggy. She had a pair of hazel brown eyes and matching hair that normal went down to her butt, but while she worked she had it in a large ponytail. "R...Right this way miss," she stuttered as she took a menu and walked towards a empty booth nearby.

Scoffing somewhat at the waitress's rather mousey and quiet demeanour, Haruka carries herself rather confidently, in spite of the considerable weight she's carrying. As she walks along, she glances down at her server's feet, finding herself unfortunately blocked out by her shoes. With a bit of an impoverished sigh, she simply shrugs it off as they arrive at her table. She slips herself into the fairly cramped confines of her chair, just in time for the low grumbling of her stomache to indicate just how hungry she is. Her seated position, though, gives the nervous waitress a rather substantial view of the older woman's cleavage.
"Let me see your menu, and I'd like some rolls to start me off. I have quite the appetite tonight."

A faint blush crawled across the young girl's face as she got a clear view of Haruka's enormous bust. She stared breifly, only to snap out of the stare when she heard Haruka's order. "Right away ma'am, a couple rolls, coming right up," she replied as she walked off. She stopped in front of the kitchen door to catch her breath, flustered and nervous thoughts still running through her head. She comes back soon after, carrying a wooden tray holding a dozen rolls of bread, each cut into a square roughly the size of a fist.

Haruka's eyes light up somewhat behind her glasses at the sight of the freshly baked rolls, her mouth already beginning to water. As they're placed down on the table, she immediately grabs one and is about to bring it to her mouth, before pausing for a moment. She looks up at the young woman.
"Ahem...yes, thank you."
With an image to maintain, she isn't about to stuff herself in front of this woman, so she waits until the waitress heads off again before taking a rather sizeable bite of one of the rolls. Hungrily chewing it and swallowing it down, she finds herself a bit disappointed. It almost made her feel a bit hungrier. On cue, she quickly begins to stuff herself with bread, quickly downing her first roll and moving onto a next one. Down below, her pregnant belly seems to be taking that food in rather graciously, even puffing up a little at the added food. The tight material of her dress begins to pull even tighter, stretching around a bulging middle, her belly button poking out into the fabric.

The waitress returns shortly after Haruka had finished the rolls she'd been brought. She stood there with her notepad, holding it to her face. She desperatly tired to use it to hide her blush and avoid seeing Haruka's amazing body. "Is....Is there anything else you'd like as an appetizer, or are you ready to make your order?" she asked softly, her voice so soft Haruka could barely make out her words.
Haruka pats her belly, letting out a small breath of air. In spite of having downed an entire dozen-roll plate of bread, her hunger hasn't subsided at all. In fact, if anything, it's even worse. With how much she'd eaten, her belly has begun to really rather distended, the black fabric of her dress drawn completely taut around it. Deep within, a considerable surprise sits in store for Haruka, as a second pair of feet kicks against her tight belly. Not quite registering it as a separate child, and with her bloated middle still hidden beneath her shapely bosom, she pays this little mind even so, though the groaning of her chair from the extra weight is enough to signal that something, at least, is up.
"Get me some more rolls. I'm famished...as for an order..." She trails off for a moment as her eyes drift across the young woman's feet, before tracing their way back upward again. "...I want a plate of ribs, buttered mashed potatoes, a steak and...let's go with...a salad on the side. I do have a figure to maintain after all."

She gave a quick nod as she scribbled down Haruka's massive order. "Right away ma'am," she said before heading back towards the kitchen. She soon returned with a second helping of rolls and the salad. "I'm afraid the rest of your order will take a bit longer," she apologized, carefully bending down to put the plates of food in front of Haruka. "Would..," she gulped, unable to finish her sentence. She took a deep breath and tried again. "Would you mind if I ask about your belly? It's quite large for a pregnant womans isn't it?"

Haruka looks up at the waitress, a little put off by the question. She wanted to feel offended about it, but the fact is, even she herself had been curious about just why it was so much bigger than a regular pregnancy lately, let alone how bloated it felt now. With how hungry she is, though, the thought doesn't last long in her mind. In fact, neither does her modesty as she grabs another roll, this time shoving the entire thing into her mouth, before attempting to speak.

"Mmhpmmmphglbmph..." She rolls her eyes for a moment, before quickly doing her best to chew and swallow it. "Gulp...ahh...right...as I was saying, I'm simply a larger woman, I suppose. I mean, that's kind of obvious, isn't it?"

Haruka brings a hand up to one of her expansive tits, hefting it as her other hand busies itself with stuffing another roll into her mouth. Even her breasts show just a hint of bulging out of the neckline of the dress, a little larger than normal themselves. In fact, if not for the black colouring of her dress, the waitress would have an easy view of a pair of wet spots forming around the busy woman's nipples. More pressing and noticeable an increase, though, is apparent in Haruka's belly where she's easily starting to look like she's full term with twins at least, her belly big enough that it looks like she's swallowed a large basketball. Her skin is tight and round from the pressure but stretches handily to accomodate the extra babies. Her dress, on the other hand, is not having quite such a good time of things. The seams along the sides have begun to fray, threads popping as they're overwhelmed by pregnant belly, the brighter peach colour of her skin apparent against the black colouring of her dress. The material has even thinned out enough that a hint of her skin beneath it is showing through the widening gaps between the threads.

The waitress's knees wobble a bit, her face blushing an even deeper shade of red as blood rushed through her cheeks. "Pardon me, but I need to sit down," she apologized as she took the sit next to Haruka. Her eyes went a bit wider as she saw Haruka's body seemingly growing right in front of her. "Yes, you are quite a large woman," she said, in an almost trance like state as her hand reached over to Haruka's chest. Her thin fingers gently squeezing into Haruka's breast.

Haruka's eyes open wide at the directness of her server, but with a mouthful of bread, there isn't much she can say to stop her. She pulls back a little, but with enough of her focus on eating, she doesn't bother pulling away far enough as she grabs a fork full of salad and stuffs it into her already bread-filled mouth. Before the waitress's eyes, Haruka's belly continues its steady growth, the holes in the sides ripping wider and longer. With her mind on trying to satiate her increasing hunger, she ignores the feeling of fresh air on her sides for the moment, her belly seeming like it's going to force its way out of her damaged garment whatever happens.

"You may...mmph...stay for now, but...urp...I do want that food...oof..."

Each fork worth of salad and each new roll sliding down her awaiting throat causes her form to swell progressively bigger. It seems as though her nearly beachball-sized belly has at least triplets within, if not more, and the spreading milk around her nipples seems to only indicate that further. Her breasts are bulging quite noticeably through the plunging neckline, her cleavage looking deep and very inviting. Her fevered eating causes them to jiggle about quite wildly, and they feel full, yet soft to the waitress's touch.

She blushed as she felt Haruka's soft breast, able to feel liquid building inside it. "More...more food. Yes of course," she replied as she sat up and headed towards the kitchen. She returns, carefully balancing the rest of Haruka's order in her arms. She sets the plates of food around Haruka. A large mountain of mashed potatos sat on the first plate, a large chunk of butter melting atop it. On the second was a rack of rips, slathered in barbeque sauce with meat so tender it almost melts of the bone. Last but not least was a steak, nearly the size of Haruka's head. The waitress sat down and sighed, rubbing her legs together as she pulled her black, knee high boots that came with the uniform. "These boots are murder on my feet," she sighed as she pulled her feet free.

As the food arrives, Haruka immediately begins digging into her new dishes, not even bothering with her cutlery at this point. With every mouthful of food, her form swells steadily larger, her dress failing in spectacular fashion. A new rip opens up in the front of her garment, her belly forcing its way through the hole, her navel immediately showing through. The rip spreads to either side, closing in on the holes along the seams at her sides. Even the bust of her shirt has begun to tear right at the end of her cleavage, not able to handle breasts much larger than what she normally deals with, let alone the gazongas she's sporting now. She narrows her eyes for a moment at the waitresses' last comment, though, the half-eaten rib in her hand sitting idly as her gaze slowly slides over to look at her server, or more importantly, her server's feet. Immediately, her mind picks up on the waitress's thoughts as her eyes sit fixed on the rather beautiful pair of feet she sports, bringing her to the rather shocking, but also somewhat appealing realization that the younger girl seems to be rather fascinated by a certain something that's happening.

"Yes...well...feel free to...make yourself comfortable...feet are meant to be free, after all."

Her gaze shifts downward, though, as the surprise at exactly what the waitress is fascinated by sinks in. By now, her belly has swollen large enough that her breasts simply rest atop it. While not quite visible yet from beneath them, it is easily larger than either of her breasts, and sits filling much of her lap. The sounds of tearing fabric are rather audible as the rip in the front of her dress reaches the seams, causing her mammoth middle to blow right out of her dress, bowling out into full view. Several other restaurant patrons are looking on in shock by now as Haruka resumes eating, finding herself a little turned on by the thought of her server's arousal. Small squirts of milk finish off her ensemble as they spurt through the material around her breasts, they themselves threatening to blow through her dress's bustline as well. Her nipples are already pushing their way out, the cups not big enough to hold them anymore.

The waitress watched in awe as Haruka's torso slowly ripped her dress apart, her enormous belly spilling out into her lap. Without even a second thought her fingers reached out, lightly running the tips of her fingernails across Haruka's exposed belly. "You're belly is amazing," she muttered, her fingers eventually running over Haruka's navel. "I've always enjoyed the way a woman's belly feels when she's pregnant. So tight, yet it just seems to keep growing," she whispered, Haruka's prescence completely overpowering her normal, shy demenour.

Haruka blushes a little at the compliment, not used to being complimented for that part of her physique, but her confidence in her body quickly shines through.

"Ohh, it is quite spectacular, isn't it?"

She flashes the waitress a small grin, before shoving a handful of mashed potatoes into her mouth. By now, nearly the entire restaurant has stopped eating to watch the watch impressive display out, and those that hadn't yet soon were as the table in front of her creaks, her belly starting to push it away. With so much of herself in the way, it's becoming increasingly difficult for her to be able to reach the food on the table, especially as her form surges forward even further. The hunger she's experiencing is rather substantial, so when the food is finally too far away to reach, she gives the waitress a pleading look.

"Can you...take over for me? I can't reach anymore."

Her glasses are a bit lopsided, her hair becoming rather mussed up as she's taken more to eating than anything. No longer occupied, her hand drifts to her bare belly, just in time for her boobs to spill out of the bustline, jiggling about on top of her belly. The sudden commotion up above causes the octuplets within her to kick a bit, making her yelp.
"Oh my...I guess it isn't just one kid anymore..."

She doesn't seem to mind that fact at all, though, as the remains of her dress sit slumped upon her shoulders, streams of milk pouring down from her nipples, pooling around the base of her chair. It itself creaks loudly with every movement Haruka makes, protesting loudly at the exceptional weight of the woman it's supporting.

She let out a soft giggle as Haruka's belly eventually kept her from reaching the food she'd been stuffing down her throat for the past few minutes. "Yes of course," she said as she moved her seat closer to the side of Haruka's belly. She grabbed the plate of mashed potatos and held it atop her massive bust. "Oh my, after all this I don't believe I've heard your name," she mentioned.
Graciously taking in another mouthful of mashed potatoes, she quickly gulps it down without issue, before straightening herself up to try to restore a hint of her dignity.

"I am Haruka Gracia, from the moon." She gives a dignified nod before a growling stomache returns her to the consumption of food. "And you are?"
She continue to down mouthful after mouthful of mouth-watering goodness, her completely bare front expanding further away from her. The end of her belly already extends out well past her knees, sitting on her lap as large as a beanbag chair. Combined with a pair of breasts the size of medicine balls, there's little hope for her being able to fit through the double-wide entrance doors to get herself back up again. Combined with the weight, and not to mention the amazing food, there's plenty of reason for her to stick around for the time being. As the waitress watches, small bulges emerge and then disappear across the surface of Haruka's belly, the incredible multitude of children within her defying the normal realm of human possibility. With the way Haruka's hands are migrating across her gigantic chest and belly, it seems she's quite enjoying the feeling of it all as well, making her look rather unwieldly. It isn't long before her expanding form manages to cause the chair beneath her to snap apart, sending her falling to the floor, her breasts jiggling about. Her pop can-sized nipples are absolutely pouring with breast milk at this point as well, the pooled milk splashing as she impacts the ground softly.

The waitress let out a soft gasp as she watched Haruka fall to the floor, the chair finally giving under her massive weight. "Oh my, Miss Gracia are you quite alright?" she asked as she bent down, her hands gently resting on Haruka's gigantic belly. She gently ran her hands along Haruka's belly, making sure she wasn't injured, although she spent quite a few seconds longer than she needed to. "Well, looks like your okay," she sighed in relief. "My name is Anita Silver. Your name is quite lovely. It suits you quite well," she coplimented as she took the rest of the ribs and gently held them down to Haruka.

Haruka rubs her butt, thankfully the only thing that absorbed most of her fall. She nods in response to Anita's comment.

"Itai...yeah, I'm okay..." Her gaze shifts upward for a moment. "...but the food isn't! Quickly, grab it!"

The panic in Haruka's voice is evident as her mammoth belly has begun to push the table up from below, threatening to topple it right over, with all the food on it.

Given the fact her belly's sitting at sizes normally reserved for small hatchbacks and she's sporting breast that together rival the rest of her body in mass. The pool of milk spreading out from her body is becoming like a small pond as her nipples pour gallons of it out. She can feel her belly making waves, spreading out across the floor as she swallows each mouthful of meat off the ribs. In spite of the panic, she makes no indication that she has any intention of pausing in her eating, her legs effectively pinned beneath her belly. She finds herself having to lean back due to how much space her midsection is taking up, dozens of babies filling her once trim belly. Several of the restaurant's patrons have gotten the message and fled before things get too big to handle, and many others have moved tables as her belly and breasts approach at a steady pace.

Anita gasped, carefully grabbing the plates off the collapsing table while already holding to plate of ribs. She carefully balanced the plates, only to slip on the puddle of milk that's been forming around Haruka. "Eep!" she gasped as she tripped, and feel onto the floor. By some miracle she was able to keep any of the food from spilling. She moved her legs about bit, her toes gently brushing against Haruka's firm, globe like belly. "Are...are you going to need seconds miss Gracia?" she asked as she slowly sat up, holding the rest of the plates in front of Haruka's massive breasts.

Haruka lets out a soft moan, both from the feeling of her massive body and from the feeling of Anita's enticing feet rubbing against her gargantuan belly. Her belly alone is big enough that multiple fully-grown adults would be too small for it, let along the nearly hundred children currently filling its spherical form. The entire front end of it glistens from the milk Haruka's lactating all over, streams of white falling across her. At this point, her legs are completely hidden beneath her pregnant middle, in spite of being fully laid out in front of her. Her belly even stretches a couple of feet past the ends of her own feet, the feeling of her belly growing and rubbing against them arousing her further.

"You know...I think I might."

She gives Anita a soft smile, her sunglasses finally sliding off her nose and disappearing into the deep puddle of milk surrounding her. Several adjacent tables have since been shoved out of the way as her tits tower high above her head, blocking any view of her from the front as she rests back on her elbows. Her face sits flush, her moon earrings dangling from her ears as she sits there. The soft growling and gurgling of her belly is audible as it craves more food, at this point only compounded by having to feed a small village worth of kids purely within her belly.

"Actually...I think I'm going to need all the food you have."

"Coming right up Miss Gracia," Anita replied as she headed into the kitchen. Eventually four carts came out of the kitchen, just about every main course they made laid out across them all. "Do you think this will be able to fill that lovely belly of yours?" she asked, placing one hand on the side of Haruka's massive belly.

As if in response to Anita's question, Haruka's belly growls rather loudly, causing her to chuckle somewhat.

"Probably not...but it'll do for now. Feel free to just throw it right in."

Haruka opens her mouth wide, letting Anita slide plenty of food in. With the restaurant now emptied beyond just them and the kitchen staff, there's plenty of room for Haruka to grow, even as the combination of...

belly and breasts comes close to brushing the ceiling she's so large. She can feel kicks all across the giant, moving truck-sized mass of belly, her navel alone looking as big as a volleyball. The sheer size and weight of it forces her back into a laying position, her hands rising up to knead and caress the giant tits rising high above her. Her nipples spray milk out of them like fountains, droplets falling into the puddle around her like a soft rain. Much of the floor is covered in a small layer of milk, the ceiling dripping with it. As she takes in mouthful after mouthful of food, her body shows no sign of stopping, or even slowing as her belly begins to press into the ceiling, squishing against it and lifting the ceiling tiles. It spreads out to either side as well, the space. within the room diminishing rapidly, leaving the only truly safe place for Anita being up by Haruka's head, feeding her. 